BARBARIAN STORIES

have been, if I hadn't been so desperately excited. In
the end of this pretence sale and freeing the magis-
trate was left as my patron; but really he has been
more like a father to me, the kind of father I used to
imagine, who helps one with one's work and gives one
advice without seeming to. He had prepared a docu-
ment, too, for my father to sign; he did so, muttering
and breaking the first pen they lent him, I was going
to get my money and be really free at last! I went out
to the stables with Giamund; everything looked bright
and jolly and different. He gave me a horse of his
own and tried once more to get me to stop with
them.

Before I went I borrowed money from the magis-
trate against my inheritance, and bought back Magsa.
Later I bought back his wife from my father, who
had married her to the new cook he had got after
Magsa, poor thing, but they were so pleased to see
one another again that they forgot all about it. After
that they came here with me; he is a better cook than
I need as a student, but I owe very much to him; and
his wife mends my clothes and keeps everything tidy.
My wrist still hurts in wet weather, but it is hardly
at all stiff.

It was the magistrate, of cours'e, who helped me to
get here; he gave me letters of introduction to some of
the professors. I write to him often; so far I have
told him only of success: may it go on sol I write to
Giamund sometimes too; he can read, but as to writ-
ing, he can only just sign his name. So I have to wait
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